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Author's Notes: 
I've had this piece completed for over a month and the entire month I've gone back and forth with myself on 


whether | was gonna have the guts to post it, so Im biting the bullet tonight -- | should probably be sleeping 


This was inspired by an article | read around Poison's episode of ‘Behind The Music' that discussed the band's 
initial reaction to watching their episode the night it aired -- they were together on the tour bus during their 
1999 reunion tour -- and it sparked something in me. 


As usual, my stories are grounded in reality and research l've done (dork alert!) -- and CC has been ever-so- 
chatty that | have no choice but to tend to him at virtually all times! (What a joy it is to have all these men 
in my head when | have to lead a completely normal life € act like NOTHING crazy's going on up there! LOL) 


**CONTENT WARNINGS TO BE AWARE OF BEFORE READING#* 


**orthorexic/eating disorder thoughts € behaviors/exercise addiction -- (| will elaborate on this in particular 
in the ending notes so PLEASE be sure to read those when you finish... | have very specific reasoning for why 
this subject matter is included here.and yes, it has to do with some of what I've uncovered through my 


research) 


That's all for now.Enjoy! 


July Iith 1999 
Mid-Morning 
In the middle of nowhere en route on the tour bus... 


"You guys!" Rikki hollers exuberantly from the far back of the bus with urgency lacing his voice, "You know 
what tonight is, don't ya?!" 


From next to me at the pull out table, Bret shakes his head with an amused smile on his face, while putting an 


arm around me, “Spill it Rockett-" 


Before Rikki can even formulate an answer, | give Bret a playful nudge and throw my hands in the air with 
animated exasperation. "He's talkin’ bout the Behind the Music episode, ya fucker!" 


"Oh Christ," Bret snickers and pats my shoulder like a father would do to their rowdy kid, "That's right-" 


"Heyl" | bellow as my voice goes up a few octaves, purposely making sure that everyone on this bus can hear 


me, "Just so ya all know, Bret forgot about our TV episode airing tonight-" 


My announcement is immediately halted by a firm hand being slammed over my mouth by Bret but I'm not 
fazed by his reactions to anything | do anymore. After all the years together | know he fuckin’ loves the shit 


outta me whether he wants to admit it or not. 


Despite having my mouth completely shielded, | adamantly continue bellowing under the pressure, inevitably 


earning a playful eye roll of dismay from the blonde next to me, along with the rest of our crew on the bus. 


‘I'd pay someone an arm and leg to get him to shut up ," Bret mumbles under his breath but the smile 
creeping on his lips is too genuine to conceal, which just brings me more satisfaction in this situation My point 
persistently continues to be proven; that as much as these guys act like l'm too much for them, deep down 
they have an adoration for me..even if it truly does take a lot for them to handle me at times..and hey, | 


admit it. | know that | can be a lot. but they accept me for it, especially because l'm sober now. 
That's the difference. 


Being welcomed back into Poison after my huge pitfall and crippling hiatus has been nothing but a blessing , and 
I'm not tryin to be sappy when | say that. | had fallen so fuckin’ lw a few years back and no one believed | 


would get outta it. Well, | did and it took tons of hard work, persistence, and commitment, but | found the light 


in the darkness and came out the other end. That in itself was a blessing, but when Bobby gave me a call one 
day inquiring about returning to the band, | knew God really was lookin’ out for me. He wasn't finished with me 


yet..And the moment that | said yes, everything fell back into place again 


It would be a lie if | said that each day is peaches and cream because that's unrealistic, but throughout all the 
ups and downs that the four of us have had as a band, our bonds really never broke. As cheesy as that 
sounds, we're brothers and we have a solid foundation of brotherhood. Some would say we're married..But 


that's another story. 


The point is that life really comes to show that no matter what happens between us, if the bond is genuine 
that's how it'll stay. We'll work through our misgivings and own up to our mistakes, and when ya take the ego 
out of everything, the real souls shine through and ya act like a more mature, selfless, grateful person. And 


that's exactly who | strive to be, and if sobriety has taught me anything, it's gotta be that. 


Youre the only person who puts a chp on your own shoulder. It wasn’t anyone else's fault. Don’t be an asshole. 
People aren't out fo get you all the friggin’ time. Peel your ego down and swallow your pride. 


As harsh as it all sounds, sometimes ya gotta be harsh to yourself in order to make a change. It's 
called fough love , and nobody likes it, but its what ya gotta do. Because nothin’ else was successful in 
screwing my head on straight! 


And nothing was going to change until YOU decided yourself that you were sick and tired of being sick Once you 
decided that you wanted fo get better, you did, and the rest is history. 


And its frue. Once | completely chose to surrender and get better , everything started falling in the right 
places. The beginning was rough, but what do ya expect when you're forced to live without what 

you think was your safety net?! | was so convinced that | couldn't be an exciting person without the drugs, 
that my passions would never come back, and that a life without drugs wasn't a good life to live, but they 


were all sacks of les , and thank God | waited the hard parts out in order to see now. 


The moment that | found myself starving for the creative energy | got from writing music after a while 
of avoiding it altogether, | took a leap and began purging out my deepest feelings through songwriting, which 
lead to the formation of The Stepmothers (another blessing in my life), and after that..the reunion of Poison. 


Now, | can't say for sure that | know the future of this band but for now I'm stayin’ in the moment and 
cherishing this time we're havin’ together after so long. Once | was settled back in and comfortable, the idea 
of a reunion tour was proposed, and we all agreed upon it while simultaneously deciding that we'd do it and see 


where things go from there. 
So, that's what's been happenin’, and what a great choice we've all made. 


The four of us have been on the road since the end of May now, and it's insane how fast time goes when 


you're back in this atmosphere. | love it, and | truly did miss it a ton even if it can be chaotic at times, but 


whadda ya expect?! Its the four of us for Christ's sake! No one in their right mind should assume that 
things would run completely smoothly when it involves Poison We were never a famed band, and Lord knows if 
I'm in a band at all, the word fame completely disappears from that band's vocabulary. We're gettin’ along but 
its our chaotic chemistry that makes Poison. Without the insanity of the energy that each of us bring, we 
wouldn't be Poison. It just wouldn't be right. 


Sometimes | do have to convince myself that | do belong back with these guys, because after everything that 
went on between us, it gets nerve wracking in some moments. But those moments are short-lived because 
even if | begin questioning my own worth, l'm reminded that everyone does want me here with them. When 
me and Bret crack jokes and share laughs about nothing and everything which sometimes merge into deeper 


conversations, my heart tells me that he loves the hell outta my annoyin' ass, even though | continue makin’ 


an effort to bust his balls. 
Like now. 


In a last minute effort to be a wise-ass to Bret, who still has his hand over my mouth, | maneuver one of my 


hands out from under the table and pull Bret's off of me, only to butt heads with him, leaving him in surprise. 


"Love ya too, asshole," | smirk affectionately with mischievous eyes and an amused wink, "Can't hide the truth 


foreva-" 


Bret shakes his head with an eye roll but still proceeds to put an arm around me anyway, "Oh gimme a break! 
We have no choice but to love you-" 


"Pfft" | stick my tongue out at him like a snarky little kid, "Only my parents don't have a choice! You guys got 


a choice! You're not obligated!" 


The jesting remarks slide off my lips suavely but I've just become so good at makin’ self-deprecating jokes 
about myself..although | start to wonder if they're actually jokes anymore. Because | sure as hell believe most 
of what | spill out. 


"But my Mom?!" | widen my eyes and shake my head with an animated grimace, "She has no friggin’ choice, 
Bret! Ya know the shit | put my family through?! Hell, she probably wishes she could hate me! She 


probably has at times but she can't hate me forever cause l'm part of he-" 


" Alright! Too much information here!" Bobby's direct, but slightly amused voice cuts in from the back and 
when | snap my head around | watch him make his way into the kitchenette area, along with Rikki, to join Bret 
and |. He rolls his eyes with a smile, "| guarantee the rest of the East Coast could hear your story, Cec." 


My smirk only spreads wider across my lips as | let out a laugh, "As if you've neva heard weirder things from 


me, Bob!" 


Rikki giggles at my remark which just increases my motivation to continue provoking, in a completely playful 


and joking manner, of course. 


"He's got a point, man" He nods his head while winking at me, but quickly moves his gaze to Bobby with raised 
eyebrows. "Look who we're dealin’ with here." 


"Heyl" | squeak in defense while crossing my arms over my chest with a pout, "You all /ove me and 


you know it-" 
From my peripheral vision, Bret rolls his eyes with a head shake, "Yes CC..We Jove you!" 


"I know," | squeeze my eyes shut and flash a cheeky smile, immediately throwing my arms around Bret like a 


clingy koala "You loveeeeee melll" 


My goofy and affectionate mannerisms earn nothing but lighthearted laughs from all around, including Bret, 
who is now hugging me back with a good amount of genuine adoration. | can only grin at the energy radiating 


throughout the close quarters. 
This is why | love doin’ this- 


"Well..On that note," Bobby shakes his head in amusement and walks over to the mini fridge, opens it, and pulls 
out a bottle of water, "Anyone want breakfast?" 


The second my brain registers the word breakfast, the aura of lightheartedness and ease flips a switch..well, 


in me at least. 


Without hesitation, | shake my head and titter with an elaborate smirk on my face, in an attempt to conceal 
the sudden uneasiness filling my body, because someone asking if | want breakfast means there's a possibility 
of being fed toxins that | refuse to put into, let alone near my body- 


"Ya know | ate already!" | bellow with wide eyes as | look around at the others, who are just smiling in 


response, "I'm up early for my run and come back to fuel the muscles-" 


My passionate words are cut off by Bret who is shaking his head with an eye roll, "Yeah, yeah, we got Mr. 
Health Nut Deville over here-" 


‘lm not a nut!" | defend myself with strong dismay, even though I'm a httle amused at how my behavior is 
being referred to, "| mean, /m a nut but being healthy is just a given!" 


There is a short moment of silence as the rest of the gang shrug their shoulders in nonchalance while 


exchanging glances at each other, sending hesitation and sensations of awkwardness through my stomach. 


"| mean, he's gotta be doin’ somethin’ right!" Rikki breaks the silence with a head tilt while observing me with a 


grin, "Cause he looks great!" 


The unexpected compliment immediately sends warm and tingly chills through my body and | can't control the 
wide smile that spreads across my slightly rosy face. 


"See?!" | snap my head over to Bret who looks like he's about to protest before hearing what | have to say, 


which just makes me want to retaliate more ," Someone knows what they're talkin’ about!" 
Bret lets out a feigned sigh of annoyance, "Okay, you win Cec-" 
" Hah!" | screech with pride and satisfaction as both of my hands shoot up into the air, "it's about fime |" 


My gleeful outburst only receives amused head shakes from everyone around me, but especially from Bret, 


who for once isn't saying anything back to me. 
"But thank ya, Rikki," | genuinely smile and speak in a quieter , more level tone, "I appreciate that, | really do." 


"Oh like the dude needs more compliments!" Bret snickers and nudges me playfully, sending another wave 


of warmth through my body, "He's gettin: them left and right from all our fans-" 


"That's ‘cause they missed me, Bret!" | squeak in slight shyness , as | feel my skin shifting to a blushing tint, 


"Ya know, they were worried about the drugs and all-" 
"Cimon, Bret!" Rikki laughs and shoots him a knowing expression, "You know how much Cec loves compliments!" 


| grin even wider even though some part of me is getting slightly uncomfortable for a reason that | just can't 
pinpoint. Maybe it's the fact that l'm not used to complimenting myself because inside I'm really fuckin’ 
insecure and sensitive, but outwardly my exterior shines in a completely different light. Everyone sees 

this confident, extravagant persona, which | genuinely love being, but ya know..inside there's always something 


a litte bit different than what the entire world sees. 


To suppress the unexpected discomfort, | grin and nudge Bret with a sense of pride , purposely attempting to 
get him to absorb Riki's statement of truth "You know it-" 


Bobby quickly chimes in before | can finish my sentence, while making his way to the opposite booth of mine 
and Brets table with a bowl of Cheerios and milk, which for some reason creates a hollow in my stomach, "We 
were all worried, Cec, but look at you now" He smiles as he pats the booth as a signal for Rikki to join the 


rest of us. "It's no surprise the fans are going nuts over seein’ you again" 


Once Rikki takes a seat next to Bobby with a small breakfast of his own, the four of us continue conversing 
casually, but the pit of discomfort in my body isn't dissipating. In fact, it's only enhancing with every moment 
that | stay in this spot, but l'm not sure why . 


It may sound just a little insane, but sometimes being around certain foods that | know | won't eat makes me 
uncomfortable, and | know there's really no logical reason for it but the truth is that having cheerios and milk 
right across from me at this crammed little table is inducing a weird, almost suffocating feeling, even though 


I'm not the one whose eating it. 
| would never. 
Dairy is terrible for you 


"So," Bret clasps his hands on the table and asks in curiosity as | start shaking my leg from underneath, "What 
time is the episode supposed to air tonight?" 


Rikki shrugs his shoulders with a smile as he takes shoves a spoonful of sugar cereal into his mouth with 


nonchalance, "| think sometime around | or 8-" 


"Manners!" Bobby rolls his eyes at Rikki's mouthful of food with a half-amused grin, "Chew and swallow, man.. 
Don't need you dying on us today!" 


"Hey! Usually I'm the one ya gotta worry about so it's nice to have the focus on someone else for a change!" 
| blurt out with sarcasm as a high-pitched cackle slips from my lips, sending my own uneasiness up into 
flames again. My insides twist up at my own joke and | suddenly become even more jittery than a moment 


ago. "I'm just, l'm joking ya know!" 


"Yeah," Bret speaks slowly with narrowed eyes, increasing the sudden awkwardness around the table, "We uh.. 


We know-" 


"Oh, okay," | squeak in my overtly high pitched voice while playing with my hands to try to ease my antsiness, 


"| was just makin’ sure." 


A short moment of silence between the four of us follows my statement, with the only sounds coming from 
the rumbling of the bus engine and Rikki and Bobby's chews. As if | wasn't already aware of the food they're 


eating, the chews of satisfaction only escalate the hyperfixation on it. 


Do you know how bad that shit is for you?! Dairy is terrible for the skin and causes acne and the cereal itself is 
Just empty calories! All that sugar that's pumped into those tiny bite sized pieces is so deceiving and obviously the 
product creators did that on purpose! So many people don't pay attention fo the ingredients and contents of the 
food they're eating and they end up shoving toxins down their throat without realizing it! And then that's why 
they end up with health problems and diseases that could have been prevented if they had just paid better 
attention fo the food they put into their bodies! Thank god you learned that yourself, even if it was the hard 
way! You changed your lifestyle for the better and you'll NEVER fuckin’ go back to what you were doin’ before- 


‘I'm really pumped, guys!" Rikki's voice chimes in, immediately breaking my frantic and obsessive thought spiral, 
and when | dart my eyes up at him he's sporting an enthusiastic grin "It's hard to believe it's already time to 
see it.Feels like yesterday that we got interviewed." 


Bobby and Bret nod in agreement while | force a smirk, even though more trepidation is filling my body. 


The truth is, | am excited to watch our episode but I'm also a little uneasy about it..| haven't told anyone 
because | don't like goin’ into really deep and vulnerable conversations around all of them, but | remember some 
of what | was interviewed on when the four of us were invited by VHI to be subjects of the documentary, and 
| almost wish | didnt. It's not that the experience of the interview was bad..That would be an absolute lie 
because my interviewer, in particular, was very kind and considerate when it came to 

certain uncomfortable topics | was asked about. Its not that .lt's this sense of dread I'm feeling about having 
to relive some of that, and sure Im the one who'll be talkin’ about it, but no matter where the story comes 


from, it doesn't take away that it all happened . 
It doesn't make any of it disappear 


And I'm not the kind of guy to run away from stuff anymore, trust me. If | was, | wouldn't have willingly been 
so open and honest in my recollection of the events for the public eye to see, but that doesn't automatically 
make me feel fine and dandy about being exposed to it right now..on this bus..in just a few hours. 


I'm nervous. There, | said it. I'm uneasy and nervous about watching it, but like | said, l'm not gonna say that 
out loud. I'm not gonna make myself look like a sensitive pussy even though by now Bret, Rikki, and 


Bobby all know me too well, but it doesn't matter. 


| just gotta focus on easing my anxiety and prepping myself beforehand so | don't get super emotional during 


the premiere. 
"Cec... Earth to Cec!" 


Bobby's voice pulls me away from my thoughts and it occurs to me that I've been so engulfed in my head 
that | missed half of this conversation. My insides flush at the reality but | silently shrug it off, instead 
gravitating my attention towards the brunette who is raising a curious eyebrow at me with a small smile on 
his face. 


"You good?" He asks with a slight tilt of his head, "Lost you for a second there." 


"He he," | awkwardly titter with a slightly embarrassed grimace, as Bret pats my shoulder in a brotherly 


manner, "Sorry. Ya know l'm always in another world-" 


"You could say that again," Bret playfully shakes his head and laughs, "Planet Deville must be an interesting one 
if he's always goin’ back there." 


The goofy remark earns a giggle from Rikki and a grin from Bobby, who jumps right back into the original point 
of focus in the conversation, only inducing more uneasiness within me. "But what | was gonna ask was how 
do you feel about watching the episode, Cec?" He eyes me with interest as Rikki leans in close to me, ready to 


take in whatever | have to say. "Everyone seems to be lookin’ forward to it." 


"Oh, |," | shrug my shoulders while playing with my hands in a hyperactive manner, feeling my jitters increase 


with every moment that passes. "Ya know, I'm curious-" 

Ha ha, not really but what else should ya say?! No Bobby, Im really NOT looking forward to havin’ fo relive every 
bad and embarrassing moment of my entire career! Especially the VMAs Jesus Ceci, ya haven't forgotten about 
THAT have ya?! You KNOW thats gonna be detailed in there, don't ya?! Just cause YOU didn't speak on if, doesn't 


mean everyone else decided against it- 


"Me tool" Rikki nods his head quickly like an excited puppy, “Although we already know everything that's gonna 
be talked about, | think itll be nice to watch it all together." He smiles. "Nice bonding time, you know?" 


The pit in my stomach gnaws at me with intensity at all the positive outlooks on the near future, but | keep 


the forced smile on my face regardless of how mentally fortured l'm feeling by this anticipation 

"Sure," | return the nod with one of my signature wide toothy smiles and big eyes, "It's gonna be greeeaaat." 
Great, as in a full forty-five minutes of humiliating flashbacks and insecurities. Yeah, itll be freakin’ dandy! 
"Well," Bobby's lips curl into a content grin as he speaks with satisfaction, "Since we all agree that tonight will 
be a positive experience, let's all meet in this area" He circles his hand around in the air with a stern smirk, 
"Seven PM sharp." 


Rikki immediately snickers at the militant-like approach while shaking his head, "Kay Dad" 


His expected goofiness earns laughs from the rest of us, and with that, the three of us drift off into another 


conversation, but my mind is nowhere near the topic of discussion, nor is my body. 
Instead of pure excitement and curious anticipation, I'm left with nothing but nerve-ridden jitters and dread, a 
sensation of doom planted in the middle of my stomach, and an urgent desire to cleanse myself of 


these foxic feelings swimming through my body. 


its only a matter of time, CC.h just a few hours, you just might crumble into an elaborate hole of 
embarrassment..But worse has happened, right? 


This cant be the very thing that sends every ounce of your being into pure diminishment. 


Maybe yes, maybe no, but | won't know until the moment I'm sitting in this exact spot later on tonight, and | 
have no choice but to accept that | can't get out of it. 


We're watchin’ this thing whether | want to or not and as a member of this band, | gotta suck it up and do it.. 


lIl deal with the consequences after... alone. 
ww 
A few hours later.. 


The second that the ending credits roll on the small television, a slight sensation of relef swims through my 


body. 

Thank god that's over. 

But, even though there's some alleviation within me, it doesn't take away the fact that the four of us just sat 
down and finished re-living the horrid chaos and discombobulation of our entire screwed up career..Not that 
there's a problem with that, but the uneasiness that was plaguing me for hours before this is still gnawing at 


me. 


And | know I'm not the only one feeling this way, and that's pretty damn evident in the energy swimming 


around the small space right now. 


At this very moment, there is nothing but fension surrounding the four of us as we only begin to absorb, let 
alone grasp, the details of everything that we just watched. 


Tension and silence. 

Its the kind of silence that makes me want to crawl out of my skin and burst into a thousand little pieces. As 
if my own antsiness wasn't enough before this, | can't even Tell ya how l'm feeling now , especially with 

the unreadable expressions pasted on the rest of my bandmate's faces, everyone except Bret, that is. 

He's angry. 


That's all | can say. 


"Well, |," Rikki shrugs his shoulders with a hesitant grimace on his face, breaking the awkward silence with a 


sick combination of hope and uncertainty , "It wasn't ternble-" 


It wasn't ternble?!" Bret immediately lashes out, cutting Rikki off in his tracks with wide eyes and fury seeping 
out of his tissues, "That was the most bullshit I've heard in years-" 


"Look, Bret, | know you're upset-" 


" Upset isn't the right word, Bob!" He grits his teeth and slams a hand on the small booth table as he clenches 


his jaw in vexation, "I'm furious! Ross Halfin?! Sayin' we thought we were the Beatles?!" 


"That was pretty fucked up," Rikki nods his head while shooting an uneasy expression around the area, "Not 


gonna lie, that made me a little uncomfortable." 


"He was our photographer and friend! But then he has the nerve to spill shit like this in our documentary?! 

He couldda' just been honest when he was workin’ with us instead of pretending he gave a shit about our band!" 
Bret throws his hands in the air and begins pacing around the small kitchenette area, as the rest of us stay 
seated in shock. "| mean, what the fuck?!" 


For once in my life, | don't have the right words to say because | know if | did open my mouth right now 
whatever would decide to slide out probably would only escalate things further. Even if | want to somehow 


deviate from the situation, it won't work. 


And look, | completely understand the anger Brets feelin’ but to be frank, I'm kinda used to all the critics..Sure, 
he probably is too but Bret's a perfectionist at times and he will do anything and everything to defend this band 
to our core. It's his passion and pride of joy..Not sayin’ it's not important to me..l just almost don't get fazed 


by the negativity around us anymore, even if most of it is long gone from our earlier days. 


And to be completely blunt, I'm a little foo hyper fixated on other uncomfortable parts of the episode. Instead 
of thinking about the critics, my stomach is churning around the chunks focused on my sobriety 

and post- sobriety..In fact, it's that stuff that almost feels a little more nerve-inducing than the VMAs, which 
| was nervous as fuck about at the beginning, but don't get me wrong. That was pretty terrible too. 


But at least the majority of that is already common knowledge for most.. Moving in with your Mom and Dad to 
get sober only fo blow up lke a balloon because you stuffed yourself with toxic food is not..And now it is 


The pit in my stomach grows stronger as | recount the events over and over in my head, as if | haven't 
already been obsessively fixated on it. Ever since | lost all the weight a few years ago, the 

memories never left my mind and body, but now this video overtly brought it entirely back to the 
surface without any way of avoiding it. And | knew what | was getting myself into so | really shouldn't be 
acting so surprised but that doesn't help me feel serene about it- 


"And you know what else got me?! Just the fact that they let him spill that shit for public felevision-" 


Bret's ranting continues ringing through my ears and the energy radiating off of his body is nothing 
but erratic and hot-blooded ; so much so that it actually manages to pull me out of my own disconcertment 
regarding the show. 


In a probable last second attempt to shift the attention elsewhere, Bobby takes a breath and clasps his hands 
together. "I personally didn't find it that bad." 


Rikki smirks and lets out a goofy titter, "Well you had some of the best lines, let's be reall" He pauses before 
his laugh transitions into a cackle as he begins imitating Bobby's voice," / mean, he got the ultimate bitch! 
Personally | think having a video of someone fucking Pamela Lee is-" 


Before he can finish his impersonation, Bobby covers Rikki's mouth with urgency as Bret shoots 
the strongest death glare at the three of us, only enhancing Riki's fit of giggles. 


After a moment of struggle between Rikki and Bobby, the redhead's mouth is set free, earning a playful eye 


roll from the brunette. 


Rikki swallows, obviously in an attempt to hold himself back from laughing any more than he already has. 


| do mean it when | say your lines were great, though." 


"Thank you," Bobby replies with a polite, but amusing wink, overtly working on keeping his serious persona, "| 
really worked hard on them." 


"What do you think, Cec?" Rikki raises a curious yet skeptical brow at me, sending my discomfort back up a 
few notches as Bret's anger persistently shoots around the small area, "You've been awfully quiet" 


Yeah, Rikki, | havell! But | dont think ya wanna know why! Im just as uncomfortable as the rest of you are, ya 
know?! But its not about what all of you are mad about! And Im not even mad! Im just uncomtortable..I's not 


anyone's fault either, just mine cause | dont like to rememba' certain times of my life, thats all- 


With my leg shaking underneath the table and my heart pulsating out of my chest, | dart my head over to 


Rikki, who looks invested in the elaborate opinion he thinks l'm about to share. 


"| mean, | think it showed the good and bad parts," | force a casual tone with a crooked smile even though | 


feel the opposite of nonchalant right now. "Ya know, it had all the drama and juicy stuff-" 


" Juicy my ass, CC!" Bret screeches from the far back of the bus as his pacing quickens, "You're callin’ a load 


of bullshit-" 


"We understand you're pissed, Bret!" Bobby raises his voice, making sure to emphasize pissed , "but there's 


really nothing we can do about it now. Its out there and the world already saw it-" 


"Cause that makes me feel a whole lot better!" Bret retaliates with even stronger fury and a whole lot 


of sarcasm , if that's even possible, "How are the rest of you not ticking time bombs right now?!" 
Rikki shrugs his shoulders with a hesitant grimace, "Frankly, | think we're kinda used to the criticism, Bret." He 
pauses just as Bret shoots him another glare which immediately leads him to continue his thought in urgency. 


" But that doesn't mean l'm alright with it-" 


" Damn right you're nof " 


The blonde's abrupt barks of vexation send chills up my spine, but at the same time I'm almost relieved that 
we're focusing more on the drama queen's behavior than how / personally feel about the episode. And | realize 


it's ironic as hell to call someone else a primadonna when Im sitting in the same area as one but.. 


There's usually never a time | don't want to talk, but right now I'll take any chance | can to get out of running 


my mouth. 


"Just get it out now , Bret,” Rikki yells from his seat with slight amusement while shooting a crooked smirk at 


Bobby and |, "So then we don't have to hear you rave all friggin’ night!" 


A brief moment of silence follows the remark but its short-lived, and it's only a matter of a few seconds 


before l'm, unfortunately, the center of attention again 


"So that's really all you have to say?" Bobby turns his head to face me with curiosity and slight skepticism in 
his eyes. He raises an eyebrow, sending the gnawing in my stomach back at full force. "It's unlike you to be 


this quiet. You feelin’ alright?" 
Ha ha..No. 


The lighthearted manner of his words should be alleviating some of my tension but it isnt and that's because 
its near impossible to feel at peace when I'm overtly being called out like this, even if I'm not actually being 


called out. 


He's still calling me out, but what am | supposed to say?! Yeah, Bobby! You're so right! Im a mental wreck 
right now as always! But its okay because now instead of just you guys knowing all the details of my humilating 
life, the rest of the music industry and our fans do too! Not to mention the rest of the world, or whoever 
decided to have this exact channel on at the time of the airing! 


"Cec-" 


I'm fine!" A high-pitched, squeaky sounding laugh slips from my lips causing my insides to twist up further, as 
| force a smile that definitely makes me look even more like a lunatic than | already am. "C'mon Bobby, | 
already told ya! thought they did a good job with it. Good and bad. Told all the right stories, ya know?" | 
begin playing with my fingers again, feeling my heart pulsate through my temples, inducing a slight spinning 
sensation in my point of focus, "and ya know, they were pretty considerate when it came to ya know, some of 
those rough times..." 


The last few words almost die in my throat as they spill out, but | use everything in my power to keep my 


voice as level as possible. My stomach is dropping at such an extreme now that I'm starting to feel nauseous . 


“They coulda, ya know..." | bite my lip and dart my eyes around with antsiness, "Been a lot more cruel with 


certain things... 


To my relief, Bobby doesn't push me any further and instead nods his head slowly at my answer, taking in the 
information | shared, but for some reason | have a feeling he's not done wondering just yet. Even if he's 


keeping quiet about it, | know he continues pondering... Silently. 


It's Rikki who keeps the ball rollin and suddenly the hope that | thought was here is now gone. The second he 


locks his eyes on me with a suspicious expression, | feel deprived of oxygen 


"I call bullshit," he shakes his head with narrowed eyes, like a detective searching for clues, "What's really goin' 
on? You usually don't stop talkin-" 


"Yeah well maybe we should cherish this moment then, Rik!" Bret's voice echoes from the far back, with anger 


still prominent in his tone, "Cause you never know when the next time will be that he'll be this quiet!" 


"Bret, ya gotta cool downl" Bobby shakes his head at no one in particular with an eye roll of impatience, while 


mumbling under his breath with slight sarcasm, "Everything coming out of your mouth is going in one ear and 


out the other at this point." 
"| heard that!" 


Another eye roll from the brunette follows as he covers his face with his palm, clearly as a signal that he's 


getting tired of this shit. "That was the point.” 


"But for real Cec, what's up?" Rikki immediately continues egging me up with strong curiosity, but the look in his 
eyes just screams / know there's shit that youre not felling us. “Jokes aside, | know some of that stuff was 


probably a little hard to watch but-" 


"Yeah, | mean," | force the words outta my mouth while keeping my wide eyes on my bandmate to hopefully 
prevent any more suspicion on my end, but | know fuckin’ better... They all know me too well now, but that's not 
stopping me from trying to remain as casual as possible while I'm dying from the inside out. | shrug my 
shoulders as my leg shakes with jitters. "Some was hard but it's not stuff we never talked about, ya know? 


Everyone already knew about the VMA's and my addiction.” 

My throat threatens to close in on me as | speak, but | force myself to continue anyway. 

"And ya know bein’ kicked out and gettin’ clean!" My voice raises a few octaves, sending my insides flushing 
with silent humiliation which makes me want to bolt outta my seat to hide , but | keep my ass planted on the 


booth, even though I'm convinced I'm about to crumble from my own shame . " Everyone knows that story!" 


| throw my arms in the air to feign amusement, but Rikki's eyes stil tell me that he doesn't believe a word I'm 


saying and now | feel screwed Completely royally fucked, | could say. 


"Mhm," Rikki nods suspiciously slowly and his eyes are narrowed even more than a minute ago, if that's even 


possible, "You're still not fully convincing me." 


Well ya know what?! That's your own damn problem! Not mine! Why did this suddenly turn into an 


interrogation?! 


“Alrighty, well | don't know what to tell yal" | grimace elaborately, desperately attempting to keep my emotions 
from bursting outta me, "Ya wanted to know what | thought so | told yal There's nothin’ much to it! It 


was fantastic, okay?!?!?" 


Rikki just rolls his eyes while shooting out a sarcastic, yet amused cackle. "Now thats what | call a sack 


of crap!" He shakes his head in playful dismay while his eyes stay on my jittery body. "You're too much, Cec." 


"| know," A wide mischievous grin spreads across my face, concealing every ounce of my inner turmoil, "And 
I'm proud of it!" 


And | am , but l'm not proud of the way l'm reacting to everything, and | know if | don't get outta everyone's 
sight right now | might end up cracking into pieces and I'd rather that happen in private .. 


On a split second whim of urgent impulse, | jump outta my seat feigning the sensation of needing to piss , while 


widening my eyes in desperation. 
"Dude what the fuck-" 


"Gotta piss!" | squawk through my trepidation as | run a quick hand through my platinum blonde nest 
with adrenaline before immediately making a beeline for the small room, "Ya know unless ya want me to clean 


the floor!" 
we 


The second that | find privacy in the confines of nowhere else on this bus but the tiny bathroom, all of the 


emotion that | was forcing myself to hold in begins bursting out, through a small tear falling down my cheek. 


My insides immediately begin flushing at the vulherabilty filling up my entire body, mind, and soul. | suddenly 


feel like a little kid again; someone who kinda just wants a friggin’ hug. 


l'm humiliated and embarrassed for having such a strong reaction to all of this, but | gotta be honest.. 

l'm not over what happened when | went home to Mom and Dad's to get clean. | know it's been years since, 
but it still haunts me more than I'd like to admit, and | didn't want to go into any details when | was around the 
guys cause they deal with enough of me, and this would just be the ultimate ammunition to backfire at me 


somehow. 


| just wasnt willing to take that risk.l've gotten more than enough wise cracks thrown at me over the years 
for shit and this wasn't gonna be one of them.. 


| knew what | was gettin! myself into when | walked into the Behind the Music interview for filming. 

| knew what | was gonna be asked about and | was as honest and vulnerable as ever that day when it was all 
being recorded, but seeing it on the TV tonight really just smacked me in the face. It hit harder than | 
thought it all would. 


| knew the content that would be exposed but | didn't know how the details would be shown. | honestly thought 
that the producers would just video me talkin’ and use a few popular pictures along with a montage of video 


footage, and they did... 


But what | wasn’t completely expecting was such an overtly disturbing picture of me at my biggest to be 
shown to the entire public. 


Look, | did show them but. guess | didn't realize in that moment in time that they'd actually consider using it 
for the episode, but it turns out they did, and thats what really sent my emotions into a damn whirl wave 


earlier... 

Thats what's bothering me so much right now. 

Seeing myself like that. 

Remembering it. 

And | know.. There were pictures of me at my worst with drugs too, but for some reason those aren't 
bothering me as much as this. And | feel like it shouldnt be upsetting me this much but | also feel like there's 
no way it wouldn't 

| constantly obsess over the fact that | got myself to that point. That | treated my body like shit because | 
couldn't deal with gettin’ off blow any other way and it just led me into an even bigger mess. And 

just thinking about it makes me sick Every single time. 

The more | remember all of it, the more anxious | feel, even though | realize m not there anymore. It doesn't 
matter though, because there's always that possibility of history repeating itself again, even though | 

know /have the control of that. 

And I'm latching onto as much of that control as | can, which is why l'm so adamant about sticking to my 
eating and exercise regimen. It gives me that sense of safety and empowerment, and frankly, it also gives me 


a high 


A natural high that coke and alcohol never gave me. 


But right now it's really friggin’ hard to think about the positives when I'm stuck in this hornble mindset 


of humiliation and shame. 


l'm locked up in our tour bus bathroom crying like a dramatic little pussy , for God's sake! If anyone here 
knew what was going on right now, Id be jumping right outta the damn bus to my friggin’ death, but maybe 


not.. 
This embarrassment would probably kill me before anything else. 


| wish | was riled up by the criticism that Bret's fuming over, or the other uncomfortable parts of the episode, 
but I'm not. l'm used to the damn criticism around our music and our image! That's not new shit and it ain't 


my first rodeo when it comes to being mocked, but this.. 


| don't even want to think about it anymore but my mind won't stop. l'm almost pissed at myself for 
being stupid. | walked into the studio like an open book and was so willing , and | get it! It's a good thing to be 


vulnerable! It's great because | can hep others when | share my story.. 
BUT. 


I'm second guessing it now because | just wasnt expecting to be left feeling like I've been peeled and stripped 


down to complete and utter rawness . 


There's no other way to explain it..There's no place | can hide now even if I'm fferally hidden in this room.. 


| cant run away from what | want to, and that's a terrible reality. 
| don't want to keep on reliving it, but | am. 


As l'm drowning in all of these horrible thoughts and emotions, the sensation of being one with my body 


escalates to an extreme and it's that feeling that drives me mad. 


Because my body now is completely different from my body then , but.| catch myself panicking over it 
constantly. And | start thinking that what I've done so far just isnt enough because | could do better and if | 


do more and go harder then there's even less of a chance of shit happening all over again 


| get praises from our fans at every show we've been doin’ on this tour; praises revolved around my sobriety 
and resilience, but also a shockingly amount of positive comments directed towards my new body, 
and now.. Now if they watched this episode they have the frue reason for the transformation, and 


it doesn’t make me feel better even though it should 


The way my head is spinning has only sent more tears down my face this entire time, and | don't even know 
how long I've been crammed in this damn bathroom now but | definitely don’t feel ready to come out yet..and 
these moments of childlike insecurity just make me feel more shame. And | feel small inside, but outwardly l'm 
just a chaotic ball of insanity ..Yet, when do | ever show this side of me to the public? 


| don't 
They all just see the adoring lunatic. 


Yeah, l'm a lunatic but l'm a sensitive and self-conscious one at that, and how friggin’ wimpy that does make 


me?! 
CC Deville of Poison: Shy, Awkward, and Unsure. 


What a great headline to describe this fine and dandy moment! I'd love that spread out on every tabloid and 


newspaper article written for the music industry- 

"Cec?" 

My heart skips a beat at Bobby's voice from outside the door paired with moderately loud knocking, and 
without hesitation, | take a quick breath, squeeze my eyes shut while wiping my entire face off of the tears, 
and brace myself for the rest of the night. 


"l'm coming out!" 


My own voice comes out extra squeaky and animated , but my internal torment is still overpowering every 


ounce of my being, and no one needs or will know that, as excruciating as it is to hide it, | gottal 

| can't spill this all out. Itll fuckin’ kill me. 

Within a second of forcing myself to transform back to my rowdy well-known persona, | latch onto the 
doorknob and casually peek my head out, expecting to be met with the guys inspecting me, before sliding my 
body through the small opening. But, to my surprise no one is there waiting, 


Thank god..But why does it matter since youre gonna see all of them when you walk through the aisle anyway- 


"Did ya fall in, Cec?" Rikki laughs with lighthearted amusement as | make my way back to the kitchenette area, 


suppressing the urge to retreat to my bunk for security , "We were wonderin’ when you'd come out-" 


An immediate wave of tension wracks my insides yet again as | let out a sharp cackle that just twists my 
stomach into pretzel knots. "Oh ya know..| was just havin’ a blast!" 


My entire body suddenly feels warm and a suffocating sensation blankets me, which is making it extremely 


difficult to think about sitting down. 


| can't 


Now | can't. 
| need to move. 


"Yeah?" Bobby raises his brows from his seat near Rikki with a knowing expression that makes my stomach 
drop, "Bet you were-" 


"Hey, uh," | widen my eyes and begin wringing my fingers around out of desperation and uneasiness as | shift my 
weight between both feet, "Do ya know where we even are? We still in the middle of nowhere? | know we're 


somewhere on the East Coast but are we stoppin’ anytime soon cause-" 


"Woah woah! Hold up!" Rikki waves his hands around as a gesture that says slow down as he eyes me 


with curiosity , "Talk any faster and your mouth will fall off-" 


"He he! So funny Rikki!" | force a psychotic grin as my impulsivity continues taking the reins, "But I'm bein’ 


serious! When are we stoppin’ somewhere? lim gettin’ antsy and-" 


My words are cut off by a throat closing sensation and in attempt to halt more emotion from bursting out of 


me, | bite down on my lip, desperately pleading to God to that no one will ask any questions- 


"You're always antsy, Cec," Bobby shakes his head with a smirk, "You'll survive another few hours crammed in 


here." 


This is different than normal antsiness, Bobby! You don’t understand! Im always energetic but now this is an 
unbearable level of jitters that cant be relieved without going out for a damn run and if we're stuck in here for 
another few hours Im gonna dle! All of you will be sleeping and Iil be wide awake with my friggin’ brain keeping me 
company like an ASSHOLE- 


Its gettin’ late anyway and we have a show tomorrow so in the morning you'll be able to get outta here for a 


little while,” Rikki adds with a smirk, "Then you can run all you want-" 


Bobby tilts his head with a grin of realization spread across his face, "Ahhh, so that's what you wanna do" He 


nods slowly. "I should have known-" 


Its how | get the jitters out, ya know?!" | blurt adamantly with passion, but | still feel pathetically frantic and 


impatient, "| mean, it's way more than that but | could really use a good run right about now-" 


Rikki chuckles with a subtle grimace, "You're kinda nuts with all that running you do. Didn't you just run this 


morning?" 


"Yeah," | nod with nonchalance but the internal tension continues to suffocate me, "but I'd gladly go for another 


one!" 


Íd gladly go for three more! Four more! Id give anything to move right now! But if | start pacing around that's 
not gonna make me look crazy at allll! Not at ALL- 


"Sitting your butt down for another few hours won't kill you," Bobby shakes his head with a soft smile, "You 
need to let your body rest anyway. And if you're so antsy, why don't you get the energy out by slapping 


some sense into Bret. | guarantee there's still smoke coming out of both ears." 


Oh yeah, thats a great ideal Bobby the wise guru at all times! | don’t know what'll kill me first tonight! Not being 


able fo run, my own humiliation and embarrassment, the anxiety thats choking me from the inside out, or Bret 
Definitely Bret. Hed kill me quicker than anything else! 


If this was any other situation I'd probably laugh at Bobby's joke but right now | can't take it to heart and find 
the fun in it because l'm too damn fixated on everything . 


It's only a matter of a few seconds before the mental spirals restart, inducing 


internal and external disorientation which just makes me feel more like a lunatic than | already am. 


Well, if you can't run ya might as well use the damn time to plan out your food for the week because you sure as 
hell ant gettin’ away with not preparing yourself! Especially after what you watched tonight... Ya better take things 
up a notch! There's always so much bad food being passed around while you're on the road- 


"Whatcha’ thinkin, Cec?" Rikki eyes me with persistent wonder as my mind goes round and round in nonsensical 


circles that there's probably no end to, "Lost in space again?" 


All | can do is smirk at the seemingly innocent question, because l'm too invested in the chaos of my mind to 


formulate a coherent answer. 


| don't know what's in store for the hours to come, but regardless of what | end up doing to contain 


my sanity, | only know one thing.. 


It's gonna be a rough friggin’ night. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


ENDING NOTES/REFERENCES/FUN FACTS 


Before | dive into my usual Fun Facts, let me address what | mentioned in the beginning notes regarding Eating 
Disorders.As someone who has lived experiences with this (for those who don't know, | am in recovery from 
anorexia $ exercise addiction myself), it is pretty easy to spot patterns of dysfunction in others. | have done a 
massive amount of research on CC and some of what I've discovered really hit a bit close.and was NOT what | 
ever expected to find either. 


When CC went got sober at his parent's house, he switched addictions -- Cocaine to food -- Gained a massive 
amount of weight (this is documented in BTM) and shed the pounds by "clean eating” and running. Once he 
rejoined Poison and embarked on the reunion tour with them, a large amount of interviews surfaced -- all 
revolved around his "health journey" -- When | say 111% of the discussion was around what he ate, how 
much he ran, and how his "new" body looked, | am not elaborating in the slightest. Hardly any documentation on 
the music itself. 


Long story short here, its not hard to tell that there was (and most likely is) a lot of disordered eating $ 
exercise happening. Between photos I've seen (drastic € slightly disturbing weight changes), what I've read in 
these interviews (the level of rigidity in food choices € seemingly obsessiveness around running) , and my own 
knowledge € experience on the topic, it’s more than evident that orthorexia (an unhealthy obsession with clean 
eating) and exercise addiction have likely been plaguing the guy to some extent. What | find the most 
unfortunate is the fact that these disordered patterns were being completely normalized and enabled through 
these interviews, which inevitably fueled the fire for CC to continue them. Just shows that years back there 
was even less knowledge around these things, but quite frankly, as a society we still have a long way to go. 
(and I'm here for it) 


Now, since | covered that, here are the usual facts: 


|) The Stepmothers was the original name of CC's solo band Samantha 7 but the name wasn't changed until a 
year after - 2000. 


2) When Poison watched their Behind the Music episode together, Bret was furious about what Ross Halfin 
said in the documentary. Apparently, he was letting off steam for a long time after the episode ended, making 


quite a scene. No one was able to ground him or calm him down about it. 


3) In one of the interviews mentioned above, from 2000, CC specifically stated that he “avoids milk products 
because they're so bad for you" -- *cue eye roll from me* -- Hence, his anxiety around being near Rikki and 
Bobby's cereal and milk in this piece. 


4) Despite his outward persona, CC is a very sensitive person, and at times, shy. He has admitted to his 
insecurities in various articles € videos. Its hard not to feel for the guy, especially when you put all the pieces 
together. Post-sobriety, this vulnerable side of him really got brought to the surface -- Addiction IS a shield 


of armor, after all. 


PS: They are a litte cringeworthy, but if any of you want to read the interviews you can shout in the 
comments and I'll link them. 


Thanks for reading! Feel free to leave your thoughts.! always love hearing feedback from you guys! 


